flowers by which they are daily surrounded. But it is true that they cannot feel the same rapturous pleasure at the sight of the familiar faces of the lawn and the hedgerow as do the thousands of poor little town children who are suddenly transported from their hard pavements, their miserable houses, and their skyless streets to the woods, the meadows, and the delightful gardens of the country. Just now, thanks to the recent rains and warmth, the roses are bursting into full bloom, the rhododendrons are at the height of their perfection, the foxgloves are brilliant, the honeysuckle is scenting the morning and evening air, and the ten thousand little denizens of the meadows and the banks are adding their quota of perfume and of colour. They all seem to unite in the very words of the parable and to say, "Go ye out into the slums and alleys of the cities and compel all the poor, pale-faced children to come 
